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Sonder, 
 
n.  the realization that each random passerby is living 
a life as vivid and complex as your own. 
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How Angry Must One Be 
Donnel Delva 
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Finish Line 
Mason Marag 








gone, they said, 
the words, spoken haltingly, 
wanting to be set free, 
numbing my skin, 
carved stone 
(later, stone would become sponge 
and is now flesh once more). 
fleeing, i stood 
head and heart empty 
in the middle of the parking lot, 
storms gathering beneath eyelashes, 
pressure, balloons filling with 
helium inside my stomach, 
my lungs, my chest 
(i remember there were people there, students, 
confused – i would be too, 
seeing a teenager lost and yelling 
in a parking lot). 
a gentle hand guides me, 
and only inside the metal armor 



















to forget about love?  
How in love must one be  
to forget about anger?  
When it becomes  
most difficult to love,  
you know you’re angry.  
When it becomes  
most difficult to be angry,  
you know you’re in love.  
If one finds oneself  
having difficulty being  
angry with you,  
you are loved.  
If one finds oneself  
having difficulty loving  
you,  























I can hear my mom saying in my head  
as I notice the remains of a miniature boot-shaped plaster object on a shelf.  
Ally found me in the mudroom, hiding behind a coat.  
It was then when we noticed a red shelf,  
leaning up against the wall.  
Dad just finished painting it a few days before  
and we wanted to know if the paint had finally dried.  
I touched the shelf and checked my finger: Dry.  
Ally, the three-year old copycat she was,  
felt compelled to do the same.  
She touched it but the shelf lost its balance,  
fell forward, and crushed her foot.  
Five-year-old me stood in disbelief as a symphony of wails filled the house.  
Mom rushed us in the car to the hospital.  
Hours passed, until they carried her out to the waiting room,  
sporting a small, purple cast on her fractured foot.  
At least she could proudly wear her favorite color 
for the next few months, I thought to myself.  
Definitely no more hide and seek in the house from now on,  
Mom said in the car on the way home. Though there still would be,  
at least the next times did not result in any serious injuries.  
Now, we look back and laugh, though I feel a little guilty.  
If I didn’t touch the shelf first, neither would she.  
We now have this little cast as a memento  















Puffy eyes and tan skin – 
a dog, not too old, but gray hair on his chin. 
A man and his daughter . . . and their dog. 
I hope he waits . . . 
The ordinary eye might not catch the true sadness behind this photograph, 
but it was a sadness that you only feel when you lose someone. 
I hope he waits 
An indescribable pain 
like scraping your knee on the pavement – 
a searing, stinging pain. 
I hope he waits, I hope he waits for us 
The thought raced through the girl’s mind the entire journey from North to South  
as she called her mother every fifteen minutes to see if he was still there. 
He’s waiting for you 
A photograph of a man and his best friend, and the girl the dog protected the most.  
Enough tears to fill the ocean – 
that is dramatic, but it is the truth. 
Puffy eyes, wet cheeks,  
more pain than you would know from just looking at the picture. 
Their last picture.  
He waited, 


















If only you could read this.  
I have so much to tell you.  
Do you see the family you allowed him to bring together – 
sisters, brothers, cousins, aunts, uncles?  
Have you watched my dad grow out of the small brick house he once was in?  
 
We see him thinking of you, a look of distress with a quivering lip.  
He will always keep you a part of our lives:  
the constant conversation of how life would be if you were still here,  
sitting together each holiday, seeing a smile on everyone’s face  
with a picture of each of you over the fireplace.  
The small silver frames have never once moved out of place.  
 
Do you ever wish you could have met me or held me in your arms when I was born? 
I was your second grandchild, but the first small baby girl.  
Never a feeling of despair but a grin from ear to ear with  
my head held high when we talk of you, proud of what you have brought together. 
I dream of the day I will meet you  





















My sister’s dog peed on my bed. 
All I wondered was why, 
maybe this says something about me instead – 
 
I’ve always let him sunbathe on my bed 
and took him out to poop, but 
my sister’s dog peed on my bed. 
 
She says it is because I didn’t give him attention. 
I believe I did nothing wrong –  
maybe this says something about me instead. 
 
I have always kept to myself, choosing not to share, 
maybe because I’m not used to looking after others. 
My sister’s dog peed on my bed. 
 
I never really had faith in myself 
or the will to change it. 
Maybe this says something about me instead. 
 
I’ll start by changing the sheets, 
then I’ll move out of my comfort zone. 
My sister’s dog peed on my bed. 


















Isaac had a knife in his hand when  
he made it down from the Mountain. He said  
he needed to find his Father.  
But this isn’t a story about the Bible, no,  
this is a story about my first love and the Stars.  
All summer we watched them, waiting to see  
if they fell twinkling  
in and out of existence,  
and I wished on each one, and wondered where stars went  
when they died. I couldn't imagine  
it was the same place as us.  
There was nothing  
Abraham wouldn't give. He tried  
to pass on this lesson to his Son as if  
it was a good thing.  
Isaac taught me to find Orion’s Belt  
after his Father’s funeral.  
Turn your eyes to the Stars,  
he told me and I cannot help but think about  
the lamb, still rotting on the Mountain.  
I wonder, when it took  
Isaac’s place on the Altar, 




We were listening to Matthew 10:4 when  
the honey-veined pattern of sunshine glowing  
on the church’s tile floor  
reached our pew and I first  





Don’t worry. This isn't really a story about the Bible. 
This is the story of the first time  
I felt betrayed. Me on the tips of my toes  
thinking that the Chalice smelled  
too sweet to be filled with real blood.  
Do you think Judas tried to leave the Last Supper early?  
Like he couldn't bear to see what he had done?  
Would he have preferred to be spending his time  
fashioning a crown from his silver pieces?  
During that final kiss, 
did Jesus know there was a sort of devotion  




Don’t worry one last time: this  
isn’t a parable but just a poem.  
I wonder if there is  
a piece of God in all of us.  
Do you think that if I had a flashlight  
or some starlight  
or maybe a patch of sunlight  
I could illuminate it well enough  




















Lazily lying in the lake – 
drifting in tall, tantalizing trees, 
I wake. 
 
The sun sears my summer skin – 
my heart charms my heavy chest, 
  I grin. 
 
Calmness creeps in with desire – 
the only sound, the crackling of  
a fire. 
 
Come July, I can venture back to this place. 
But now, I close my eyes and dream of  

























Lake Sunapee, with your man-made waves  
like a water diary, overflowing with secrets,  
what's down below your dark blue?  
What creatures mingle there with human feet?  
My father's chuckle echoes through the woods,  
his fishing line slipping through the glass.  
They hear the laughter, the buzzing of boats,  
see the lively children, full of light.  
What lingers and dances down  






























After Martin Luther King, Jr. 
We march through our city’s streets with the  
camaraderie and presence of our bodies being our means, 
with hand-lettered cardboard signs displaying our goals, which are a must. 
What we want is a need for us to be. 
We hear our pleas chanted with passion, as 
we know our intentions to be pure. 
Our marching feet illustrate that we are vigilant, yet as civil as 
our desires require, for the  





























The bombs went off and I was right there. 
The whole world felt still 
As I fell to the ground and debris filled the air. 
 
For something that terrible I could not prepare, 
For being a 12-year-old, I was still innocent until 
Those bombs went off.  I was right there. 
 
Of what just happened I wasn’t aware, 
Piercing my ears came a sound so shrill, 
As I fell to the ground and debris filled the air. 
 
At that very moment I remember saying a prayer, 
As I could not understand why some people kill. 
The bombs went off and I was right there. 
 
None of it seemed fair, 
Too many tears, from my eyes they would spill 
As I fell to the ground and debris filled with air.  
 
My heart on my sleeve I would no longer wear 
Because I had not realized how scary life was, till 
The bombs went off and I was right there 
As I fell to the ground and debris filled with air. 
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